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dering the odium of practically censuring the
Administration of which he was so recently
a member. For that was what his letter
amounted to; he knew it and they knew it.
Verily, it is not strange that some who would
have shrunk from the duty should call him
" rash " for doing what he did. They did not
know the man. It was enough for him that it
was duty, that it was right. He never had other
standard than that.

So the army came home, his Rough-Riders
with it, ragged, sore, famished, enfeebled, with
yawning gaps in its ranks, but saved; they to
tell of his courage and unwearying patience;
how in the fight he was always where the bullets
flew thickest, until he seemed to them to have
a charmed life; how, when it was over, as they
lay out in the jungle and in the trenches at
night, they found him always there, never tir-
ing of looking after his men, of seeing that the
wounded were cared for and the well were fed;
ready to follow him through thick and thin
wherever he led, but unwilling to loaf in camp
or to do police duty when the country was no
longer in need of them to fight; he to be hailed